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Once more roll back on my house, Never to ebb, the accurst All-flooding ocean of blood.
JEpytus.
Mother, sometimes the justice of the Gods Appoints the way to peace through shedding blood.
Merope. Sorrowful peace !
JEpytm. And yet the only peace to us allow'd.
Merope.
From the first-wrought vengeance is botfa
A long succession of crimes.
Fresh blood flows, calling for blood-
Fathers, sons, grandsons, are all
One death-dealing vengeful train,
Mother, thy fears are idle j for I come To close an old wound, not to open new In all else willing to be taught, in this